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previous patient. He said urgently: "Whose is that? I am going
to have it". When I told him I could not let him have it as it
belonged to someone else, he said: "I shall have it, I shall eat it
up", and actually pretended to eat it. Then he put it into his
trousers pocket and threatened to go away with it. The following
day he was anxious and much pre-occupied with everything
which might or did contain cut- or broken-up bits, or messy
stuff. On another occasion, I was wearing a flowered silk frock
with chains of coloured daisies all over it. The boy eyed the
dress up and down, but said nothing about it. He took up the
plasticine and asked me to cut a large piece into a number of
small pieces. He then stuck all these pieces together, and asked
me to roll it all into a ball Then he said: "Where's the sugar?39
(He has a little granulated sugar every morning for cooking play*)
He ate all this up. Then he took the large ball of plasticine again
and asked me to cut very small pieces off it and roll them into
little balls. He was very pleased with these and made me count
them. I had to make sixty or seventy. Seeing him look again
at my frock, I knew that these many small balls represented the
many daisies on my frock, which in turn stood for the children
inside me, and that he wanted them. He confirmed this, saying:
"I shall have that frock and wear it", and tried to mess it up with
plasticine. The next thing was to say: "I want you to pull me",
that is, to pull him about the floor by means of a skipping rope,
he holding one end and I the other. He got me to pull him across
the floor, as he lay, three or four times in different positions,
sitting down, lying on one side, lying on his stomach. Before he
left, I had to make more tiny balls, until all the plasticine was used
up, wrap these in a piece of paper and seal the parcel down. He
took this parcel home.
On a later day, when much work had been done about his fear
of his brother's envy, his guilt about his own greedy wishes to
have his father's penis and not to let the brother have it, or to get
both the brother's and his own, and thus have a bigger and better
one, he repeated this skipping rope play. Again he held one end
of it, and I had to hold the other and pull him about as before,
dragging him helplessly along the floor in different positions.
But now I saw a specific point. The rope had two long wooden
handles; one of these was broken, and I always had to hold the
broken end while he held the good one. That is to say, I had a
bad broken penis, a short one, I was castrated, while he had a